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Sdiie, 


The peoples Enemy is gone,is gone, 
cAll. Our enemy ishanifiydjhe is gone: Hoo,oo # 
Stein. Go fee him out at Gates,and follow him 
As he hath follow'd you, with all defpight 
Giue him defcru'd vexation, Let a guard 
Attend vs through the City. 

AIL Corne,come,lets fee him out at gates,come: 
The Gods prcferue our Noble Tribunes,come. Exeunt* 


TheTr agedieof [Coriolanus. 


JBus Quartus. 


gnter Corhlatns ■.Vblamnia^ Virgtlia, Menenius^ Comin'tus y 
with theyong N obility of Rome. 
CflW.Comeleaueyour tearesia brief farwehthebeaft 
With many heads butts me away. Nay Mother, 
Where is your ancient Courage ? You were vs'd 
To fay> Extrcarnitks was the trier of fpirits, 
That common chances. Common men could beare, 
That when the Sea was calmc, all Boats alike 
Shew'd Mafterlhip in floating. Fortunes blowes, 
When moft ftrooke home, being gentle wound!ed,craucs 
A Noble cunning. You were vs'd to load me 
With Precepts that would makeinuincible 
The heart that conn'd them. 
Virg. Oh heauens I O heauens / 
Corio. Nay, I prythee woman. 
Vol.Now the Red Peftilence ftrikc al Trades in Rome, 
And Occupations penfh. 

forto, Wbat,what, what ; 
I fhall be lou'd when I am lack'd. Nay Mother, 
Relume that Spirit, when you were wont to fay, 
If you had beene the Wife of Hercules, 
S.x of his Labours youi'd haue done, and fau'd 
Your Husband fomuch fwet. Cominius 3 
D oope nr>t % Adteii ; Farewell my Wife,my Mother, 
He do well ycu Thou old and true MentniHt, 
Thy tearcs arc falter then a yonder mans, 
And venomous to thine eyes. My (fometime)Generall, 
i haue feene the Sterne, and thou haft oft beheld 
Heart-hardningfpeciacles. Tell thefefad women, 
*Tis fond to waile incixiublc ftrokes, 
As 'tis to laugh at 'cm My Mother,you wot well 
My hazards ftill haue beene your folace,and 
Belecu'c not lightly^ though I go alone 
L ke to a lonely Dragon, th'at his Fenne 
M*kes fVar y d,and talk'd of more then feene ; your Sonne 
Will or exceed the Common,or be taught 
With cautelous baits and practice. 

Volum. My fir ft fonnc, 
Whether will thou go ? Take good Cominius 
With thec awhile : Determine on fpme courfe 
More then a wilde expofture, to each chance 
That Mart's l'ch' way before thes. 
Corio. O the Gods! 

Com Jlc follow thee a Moneth, deuife with thee 
Where thou fhak rc/t, that thou may'ft hcarc of vs, 
And we of thee. So ifthc time thmft forth 
A caufe for thy Repeale, we fhall not fend 
O're the vaft world, to fecke a finale man, 
^ioofe aduantage which doth euer coolc 


Ani 


a nce of the needcr. 


Ilh ^ >e ye well: 

iThoa haft yca/ es v P on thcc >*nd thou art too full 


Of the warres furfets,to^o~r^c^i t h or 
That's yet vnbruis'd : bring me but out at ^ 
<~orae my fweet wife, my deereft Mother V* 
My Friends of Noble touch : when I Zm Ch 
Bid me farewell, and fmilc. I pray you C o 
While I remaine abouc the ground,y ou fl^fV 
Hcare from me ftill, and neuer of me ought 
But what is like me formerly. s 

(JWenen^ That's worthily 
As any eare can heare. Come,let*s not ween 
If I could fhakc ofFbut one feuen yceres ' 
From thefe old armes and leggcs* bv th* « 1 ~ 
fldwiththec,eueryfoot, & 7 ' g ° oi Gods 
Cork. Giue me thy hand, come. 

Enter the two Tribunes, Sicini Wi and% 
with the Edtle. 


ma 


SiciH.Bid them all hom^he's gone: & WPf m 
The Nobility are vexcd,whom we fee ban* C^a n ^ 
Inhisbchalfe. ' U€llded 

*Brnu Now we haue fhewne our po wer 
Let vs fcemc humbler after it is done. 
Then when it was a dooing. 

Sicin % Bid them home: far their creat^n^ ' 
And they,ftand in their ancient flrength yiSg0nc > 


: ftrengt 
• Herec 


-Brut. DdmifTe them home. Here comes his Moth* 


Skin, Let'* not meet her. 

Brut Why? 

Ski** They fay (Tie's mad. 

Brut. They haue tane note of vsikceoeonuA,, 

Volum. Ob y%e well met : 
Th'hoorded plague a'th'Gods requit your loue. 

Menen. Peace,pcace,be not fo loud. 
£ Velum. Ifthat :I could for weepings fcouldhearc, 
Nay,and you fhall hcarc feme. Wf!lyoubco onc / 

Virg. You (hall ftay too ; I would I had the power 
To fay fo to my Husband,! 

Skin. Are you mankinde ? 

Volum, Ifoole jsthatalhame. Note but this Fook 
Was not a man my Father? Had'ftthouFoxmip 
To banifh him that ftrooke more blowes for Ron* 
Then thou haft fpoken words. 

Skin. Oh bleffcd Heauens J 

Volum. Moe Noble blowes, then euer ^ wife words, 
And for Romes good, He tell thee what : yet goc : 
Nay but thoii fhalt ftay too : I would my Sonne 
Were in Arabia,and thy Tribe before him, 
His good Sword in his hand. 

Skin. Wha.tthcn? 

FSrjj.What then? Hec'ld makcanendofthypofterity 

Volum. Baixards,and all* 
Good manj the Wounds that he docs beare for Rome! 

Menen. Come^omejpeace. 

Stein. I would he had continued to his Country 
As he began 5 and not vnknit himfelfc 
The Noble knot hemade. 

Brt*. I would he bad. 

Volum. I would he had ? Twas yott incenft the rable. 
Cats, that can iudee as fitly of his Worth t 
As I can of thofe Myfteries which heauen 
Will not haue earth to know. 
Brut. Pray let's go. 
Volum. Now ptay fir get you gone. 
You haue done a braue deede : Ere you go, hcarc this : 
Aa farre as doth theCapitoll execede 
The roeaneft houfc in Rome: fo farre my Sonne 

1 This 
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^rT^j^Husband hccie ; this ( do you fee) 
Xmvouhauebani^d^oescvcccdyouall. 
Wb y " Wen,well,weel leaue you. 


Siei»- 


V^'by ftay we to be baited 


ixrth one that wants her Wits. 

vd«t»- Take m y Pra y ers with y ou - 

u ld the Gods had nothing clfe to do, 
t to con 


Exit Tribunes, 


Kconfirme my Curfles. Could I meete 'em 
Rut once a day, it would vnclogge my heart 


Exit. 


/our 


Oftfhat lyes hcauy toot 
\Mene. You haue told them home, 
d by my troth you haue caufe : youl Sup with me. 
VtlM. Angers my Meatc : I fuppe vpon my felfc, 
And fo fh a11 fteruc Wllh Fccdin S : Come,lct's go, 
Leaue this faint-puling, and lament as I do, 
InAn gcr 3 /^-hke:Come,come,come. Bxeun 
fane. Fie,fic,fie. 

Enter a %oman, and a Voice, 
lorn, 1 know you well fir, and you know mec 
oatuelthinke \$ Adrian. 
Yolce. It is fo fir, truly I haue forgot you. 
Rom. I am 3 Roman, and my Seruices are as you are, 
againft'em. Know you meyet. 
Yolce. Nkanor :T»o m 
lorn. The kmc fir. 

Voice. You had more Beard when I laftfawyou, but 
your Fauour is well appear'd by your Tongue* What's 
theNewesin Rome : I haue aNote from the Volccan 
fta'te to finde you out there. You haue well fauedmcea 
dayes iourney. , 

There hath beene in Rome ftraunge Inlurrecti- 
ons : the people, againft the Senatours, Patricians, and 
Nobles. 

Vol. Hath bin; is it ended then? Our State thinks not 
fojthey are in a moft warlike preparation^ hope to com 
vpon them,in the heatc of their diuifion 

Rom. Themaincblazeofitispaft, but a fmall thing 
would make it flame againe. For the Nobles receyucfo 
to heart, the Banifhmcnt of that worthy Corblanus, that 
they arc in a ripe aptneffe, to take al power from the peo- 
ple, and to plucke from them their Tribunes- for euer. 
This lyes glowing I can tel! you,andis almoft mature for 
chcviolent breaking out. 

Vol. Cortolanf&sBznifot} 

^m. Banifh'dfir. 

Vol. You will be welcome with this intelligence /V7- 
c&nor. 

Rom. The day ferues well for them now. I haue heard 
itfaide, thefitteft time to corrupt a mans Wife, is when 
(hee's fains o.qt with her Husband. Your Noble Tulltu 
Auffidius well appcare well in thefe Warres, his great 
Oppofer CorioUnm being now in no requeft of his coun- 
try. 

Velce. He cannot choofe : I am moft fortunate, thus 
accidentally to encounter you. You haue ended my Bu- 
finclTcjand l will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom. I fhall betwecne this and Supper, tell you moft 
ftrange things from Rome : all tending to the good of 
their Aduerfaties. Haue you an Army ready fay you ? 

Vol. A moftRoyall one : The Centurions, and«;heir 
charges diftin&ly billettcd already in th'entertainmcnt, 
and to be on foot at an hourcs warning. 

$om. Iamioyfulltoheareoftheirreadineffcand am 
the man I thinke, that fhall fet them in prefent Aftion.So 
fir,heartily well met, and moft glad of your Company. 

Voice. You take myspart from me fir, I haue the moft 


caufe to be glad of yours, 

Rom. Well, let rsga together. Exeunt. 
Enter Coriolantuinmeme Apparrell, Dif- 
guifdyOnd muffled. 
Corio. A goodly City is this Anttum. Citcy, 
'Tis I that made thy Widdowes : Many an heyrc 
Of thefe faire Edifices fore my Warres 
Haue I heard groane,and drop : Then know me not, 
Leaft that thy Wiues with Spits,and Boyes with fames 
InpunyBattellflayme. Saueyoufir. 

Enter a Citizen. 

Cit. And you. 

Corio. Diretf mc,if it be your will, where great esfuf- 
fidim lies : Is he in Anttum i 

Cit. He is, and Feafts tl.e Nobles of the State, at his 
houfe this night. 

Corio. Which i s his houfe^befeech you I 

Cit. Thisheerebeforcyou, 

Corio. Thanke you fir, farewell. Exit Citizen 

Oh World, thy fiippery curnes ! Friends now faft fworn, 
Whofc double boionics feemes to wcare one heart, 
Whole Houres/vvhofeRe^whofe Mcale and Excrcife 
Are ftill together : who Twin (as : cwere)m Loue, 
V nfeparablc, fnall within this houre, 
On 3 diffention of a Doit, breake out 
To bittereft Enmity : So Icllcft Foes, 
Whofe Paftions, and whofc Plots haue broke their fleep 
To take the one the other, by feme chance, 
Some tricke not worth an Egge, Siall grow deere friends 
And inter-ioyne their yflues. So with i«e, 
My Birth-place haue I, and my loues vpon 
This EnemicTowne; He enter, if he flay mc 
Hedoe« faire Iuftice: if he giue me way, 
lie do his Country Seruice. Exit* 
Mufickeplaycs* Enter a Seruingman. 

1 Scr, Wine,Wine,Wine 1 What feruice is heere ? I 
thinke our Fellowcs are afleepe. 

Snter another Seruingman. 

2 Ser. Where's fotmzmy M cals for him: Cotfu. Exit 

Enter Coriolanus. 
Corio. A goodly Houfe : 
The Feaft frnels well :but I appcare not like a Gueft. 
Enter the firfi Seruingman. 

1 cSVr.What would you haueFriend?whcnce areyou? 
Here's no place for you : Pray go to the doorc ? Exit 

Corio. I haue deferu'd no better entertainment,in be- 
ing Cortotantts. Enter fecondSeruant. 

s Ser, Whence are you fir? Ha's the Porter his eyes in 
his head>that he giucs entrance to fuch Companions ? 
Pray get you out. 

Corio, Away. 

2 Ser. Away? Get you away. 
Corio. Now th'art troublefome. 

2 Ser. Are you fo braue ; He haue ycu tajkt with anon 

Enter 3 Seruingman , the 1 meets him. 

3 What Fcllowes this? 

1 A ftrange one as euer I look'donl: I cannot get him 
out o'th'houfe : Prythee call my Maftcr to him. 

3 What haue you to do here fellow? Pray you auoid 

the houfe. 

Corio. Let me but ftandyl will not hurt you tHarth. 

3 What are you? 

Corio, A Gentleman. 

3 A mam'llouspoorcone. 

Corio. True,foIam. 

3 Pray you poore Gentleman,take vp fome other fta 

ition 
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